BALCA EL SOL,
DY FRED LUOCA SQUIERS,

*II the sun oave to rise, lot him rise,
Aud if not let him ever lie hid ;

For the light from my iady-love's eyos
Shines forth us the sun never did.“*

If the moon care to shine, let her abine,
But her glimmer I8 duller by far

Than a dream of s fece which 15 mine—
Of o fuoe which besns bright as o star!

If the forest glades glitter in light,
1t thoir song-birds stop singing to eall
I would hesd themn no longer, in might
They're surpassed by my lady-love tall

It the worid care to cherm, let it try—

Lat its drons cotie ngali unte mo
And, too aoon, will it find that not I,

Bt itself, will, onthralled, worship thoeo!

*=Salga el Hol, sl ha ds snlir,
Y sl 50, ue nuncs salgs;
Que para alumbrarue o mi,
Lt luz de tus ojos baste,”

“Bersy Gamp's Weopin,”

BY M. J, ROY,

“Fix up, old woman, fix up, pul on yer
best bib and tucker, fur wo're goin to a
ahake down ter night.”

“Ole mun, shet up, ver must be crazy."”

“"No, I'm not, its nigh onto thirly yeers
gince 1 shook wy foot, but its got ter trip

it ter night, cven ef it does make my jins |

orack.”

“What ve mean, Jonuthan?'

“I menn that thars gomn' to be a shake
down at Pete Stumps.” And the old man
waved his hat over his head while he
waltzed about the kitchen. Aunt Tildn
Knuoklebone sat with a pan of apples on
het 1an, gazing at her husband in astonish-
ment, while the tea-pot boiled and hissed
on the stove.

“I'm goin’ ter be tharnn' shake my
foot, the fust time in thirty yeers,"” added
Uncle Jonathan, continuing to
about the kitchon,

““Jonathan Knneklebone,
yer senses?"”

“No.”

“Set
mean,”

Uncle Johnathan was soon ont of breath,
and gladly enough threw himself into a
kitchen chair,

“*“Well, Tilda—"

“Well, Jonathan, what d'ver mean?”

“Thar's goin’ ter be a shake-down at
Pete Stumps, all on account o' gome one
comin’ back from Califormy, an’ yer con't
guess who it w*"

“No, o' course not; who is it?"

“Hamp Flatmarsh,”

“Who's ho?"

“What! don't ver remember Hamp, the
forty-uiner, who went away so loug ago?”

hev yeo lost

down then au’ tell me what yer

| appointed, ole womun; don't ye know he's

|

waltz | and looks about.

“"Pears to me like I do remember him a |

Yittle, said Aunt Tilda, resuming the paring
of her apples.

“0O' course ye remember Hamp. Why,
be war a leetle boy when we war sparkin’,”

“Yes, 1 remember him now."”

“Wall, we'll go to the shake down, fur
il's given in houor o' him."”

| sitting-room chatting and laughing as only
| younysters can.

“But ye furgit, Jonathan; we both l.re-:

long to the church now,”

“Oh, Idon't keer if we do. The Bible
says thar's o thime to dance, an' that time's
when Hamp Flatmarsh eomes home,”

“Jonathan, I don't helicve we ought to
£0," said Aunt Tilda, vel evincing m her
tone just the least inelination to yield.

“Yer don't? Well, I do. Hamp's come
Liome artor bein' gone nigh onto twenly
years, nn
woman, meetin' or no meetin’; so, fix up,
it on ver best bib an’ tucker. Why, |
‘uu‘mw‘-tl Hamp ever since he war knee hgh,
He's sol on my lap many a time,”

“Who all's goin’ to be thar*"

Oh, evervbody. Thar's the DMoores,
the Perkinses, the Willinmses, the Sny-
ders, Lungs. Browns, Swiths, 'inkertons,
Allens, Noddingtons, Applegates, Pender-
gasts, MitcheNs, Thrashers,
Eckertous, and Detsy Gamp the school
marm. "

“Is Betsy Gamp goin'?"”

“Yes,"

“Sartin’ sure.”

“Dend sartin’,

beard BDen Hamilton tell Niek Alread that

well go; course we will, ole |

Hamiltons, |

| room, where

Little Alph Lowe over- |

Sam Snyder hed heerd her say she was |

goin’, so thar can't be any doubt av it,"”

“Why Jonathan, I declar ye've put me | -
\ A I [ his broad brim and his eye instantly blnzed

all in a futter.”

“O' course; git ready, we're goin'."

“Will our children be thar?”

“0" courss, Tom, Sally, Dave, and Ned
all axed—"

“Well, Jonathian, we'd look like two old
fools n dancin’ afore our grown up chil-
dren.”

“We needn't dance of we don't want to. |

Yer see thar's goin’ ter bie a big snpper like
a barbrecue.
try ronnd, so they kin all git ter see Hamp
at onet.”

“Are yo sure Betsy's goin'?

“Course she i8."

“Dudn’t ebhe use ter know Hamyp?"

“(iuess she did, ole woman. She was a
purty leetle pgal o' sixteen when he went
away in forty-nine.”

“Pore Betay. BShe's n good gal," said

"

Pete's ated the whole conn- |

Aunt Tilda, pecling apples vigorously, as |

if she was in a harry 1o get dinner ready.

“Yor, Betsy is a fine gal, She's teachin'
our skule nigh on ter twelve yours now, an'
ef thars a lady in all Stun Cirele neighbor-
hood it's Detsy Gamp. Guess she's au-
thority on everything.”

“Say, Jonathan,
strange Lor you that Betsy never got mar-
Tled?

“Yes, o leetle. ™

“An' she's bad so many good chances,
too. Thar was Al Bailes was a good ketel,
an’ ghe let bim go by; then Fhil Nichols
war next, but he tuk to drink, und no gal
as sensible as Betsy'd ever marry a man
wot drinks. Then sence she's been on the
old maid list, Dekin Smart, whose
died, 's n most ded arter ner.”

“Wall, ole woman, I spose sho dou't
want ter marry. I guess thot's wll thar is
abont it."

wife

don't it seem kinder |

“S8he's » good gal an' could get anybody |

she wanted,”

Aunt Tilda had now completed peeling
ter apples, md proceeded to prepare the
dinuer,

Evening came, and all the country was
in a bustle. It seemed as if the entire
aeighborbood had sauddenly concluded to
go to Pete Stomp's. The large, roomy,
old-fashioned country house of Pets
Btump. with its heavy onk doors and solid
ouk tloors and broad fire -places, was
erowded o its utmest capacity.

To use Uncle Jonathan's expression,
everybody was there,

“Come in, come in, how dy do?
Hamp Flitmarsh, I guess ye know him
dhongh; don't look as ef he'd changed
much,” said Peter Stump who stood at the
front door. At his side was a tall, broad.
shonldered man, with heavy mustache, and
face bronzed by leng exposure to wind and
wenther,

He wan Sruluhly forty vears of nage, his
fair onee dark was now streaked with gray,
and the henvy mustache was also growing
a little frosty with time.

Many of the old people in the neighbor-
hood, who had known Hamp Flatmarsh as
& quick, impulsive youth, now looked to
®oe if there were any familinr foatures
about his face.

“Yos, he is jist the same,” they all
doclared, “izcopt that dark scar in his
chook where he got the Imjun arrer,” put
in old Sally Flint,

“Oh, Hamp, I'm so glad ter nee

" said Unecle Jonathan

This is

10 Cllifosny.

|
bone, grasping his hand. “It's been ages
an’' ages ago since yer left here a younq
man. Ye war workin' fur me then,
reckin ye remember it. We use ter work
all day, an' huut coons at night.”

“Ye bet, I remember it, ole hoss,” said
Hamp with that peculinr Western dialect
which sounds =0 harsh to cultured eurs.

“Yo left so sudding, Hsmp. What!
made yer do it? I went ter bed expeetin’
yor baok next mornin' an' lo an' behold,
yer did'nt come, an' I found out arterward
that yo'd put out far Californy.”

“Yes, went sudden.” »

“Struck it rich, I hear?”

“Purty good lead.”

“{ilad ter hearit. I want ter see ye, an’'
talk with ye over it all after awhile, when I |
get time,”

“T'll do it, ole hoss.”

He had always been a very quiet maun,
and it was not strange that he should seem
so silent on this evemng.

“Say, Jouathan, ar' the boys lookin
arter ver horses?" asked Mr. Stump,

“Yes, Pete; thoy've got "bout all they kin
do, though, fur thar's 'bout twenly or
thirty teams thar ter look arter, an’ more
a-comin’.”

The roads seemed alive with horsemen
and people in wagons, all coming to Pete
Stump's.

“Tilda, he looks kinder sad, don't he?"
said Jonathan, as he sat by his wife in the
big sitting-room, watching the face of the
man who had left the neighborhood a
pauper so many years ngo and refurned a |
millionaire.

*'Penrs t' me he looks kinder disappointed
like,” snid Aunt Tilds, gezing ot the fouce
for a long time through her glasses. _

“Disappointed —why should he be dis-

u millionaire now? He's got all the money
he kin possiblp want, an’ more'n he'd ever
spend. Guess he kin enjoy himself soms
now.

“But look at him. He sgighs, Jonathan,
(h, Jonathan, money
can't allers make people happy.”

*1 guess it 'd make me a most pow'ful
happy jist now."”

At this moment supper was announced,
and the older folks were hurried off to the
groat old-fashioned country dining-room,
where the table fairly groaned beneath its
lond of good things. Couniry delicacics
ure always nicer and fresher than can be
found asywhere in city hotels, The vego-
tables grow in their season and bave all the
juice and tavor nature intended—have
not the stale, tlat taste of premature
hot-house development of the wilted vege-
tables found in cities,

Unele Jonathan was placed at the hgad
of the table, so he could carve the turkey,
his wife on his right, and Hamp Flatmarsh,
whom they insisted should ent nt the first
table, on nis left.

Musiciuns were seraping their violins,
gotting ready for the “shake down" us
soon a8 supper should be over.

The younger people, who were fo come
in ut the second table, were in the great

“1 say, Tilda, hev ye¢ seen anything o
Betsy this evenin'?” Uncle Jonathau
asked.

“Who? Wot did yve say?" asked the re-
inrned Califoruian, starting up as if from
N reverie,

“Dotsy Gamp; she was to a been here.”

“Nhe wns =

“Yos, heerd she war comin'.”

She'll bo here wit,” put in Aunt Tilda.

“D'ye reckon she will? D've reckon she
will, Aunt Tilda*" There was o depth of
pathetic eagerness about the question |
which greatly intensitied the tire in the
dark gray eves.

“0Oh, yes, shu'll come, T'1l be bound.™

Then Hamp seemed to recover his self.
possession, and sank into his usaanl re-
served manner., If some powerful emo-
tions were raging within that heart, they
wWere l.i‘llll'll |-_\' nn armor of stoe ]. .'uul\\l_\.';-
known only to himself,

The Californis millionaire fluished his
supper, and then went into the sitting-
he took his broad-bhrimmed
white hat from the pey the wall, and
drawing it low over Lis eyes, sat down, ap-
parently oblivious to all his surroundings.

\ little bustle at the door nunounced o
new arrivid, and some one said:

“she's come at Inst.™

The forty-niner looked

on

np from nnder |

with a new light. Hestarted to his feet
but checked himself as he remembered
where he was, and sat down agoin, The new
arrival was a little woman with large blne
eves and a profusion of golden hair, She
was past thirty, and the combined influence
of time nnd enre had left some wrinkles on
her face, though there was no little benuty
remaining. ‘This was Betsy Gamp, the
“netghborhood schoolmarm, ™

PBetsy was harned out to supper, while
the very man in whose honor the enter-
toinment was given sat swearing at his ill-
fortune.

She returned and was then presente
him.

“Betsy? Course I know her,"eried Hamp,
starting np and seizing one small hand in |
bis, ““Ih_‘-, It el an jge siuee 1 sot |
eves on ber, but 1I'd kuow ‘er it ‘'mong o
million.’

Betsy's pale face turned very red, and
her eyes drooped, while Hump still held
ker hand. The music now sirnck up, and
the floor was eleared for dancing.

“Come, Detuy; it's been n long time sinoe
yOu nn me tuk a trot Ii.'f[.:l'”l'.'r; let's hev a
tramp wi' the rest.”

“Oh, Hamn! I belong to chiareh now," she
said softly; “hesid:s, 1 teack the school.”

“Tt1] be all right.”

1o you think it will?”

“Know it."

They were in the “firsi set,” and when it
was over Hamp, who seemoed suddenly in-
spired with new life, led his flushed pari-
ner to nset in the very farthest corner of
the room,

“Hetsy,” he whispered in hisn coarse Pa-
eific -l--ln- dintect, “it's been o long time
since I sot eyes on ve, but I never forgot
ve, nor that Sunday evening when 1 left ye
on the hillL"

“Hawp, what made you go so sudden?”
she nsked,

He tried to speak, but his throat seemed
to clog np despite himself. He crossed
and uncrossed his legs, kicked his henvy
mining boots on the tloor, and drew lis
broad-brimmed hat lower down over his
eves. At last he said:

“Beotsy, 1 guess I war a dot-rotted fool.
Fact is, I was mad. Did yeo mean it?"

“What?" she asked.

“What ver said bout Newt Bowman,”

“1 don't remember now what I did say.”

“Don't yer know I axed about goin' with
ya ter oamp-meetin® on ther next
Wednesday, an’ you said mmybe yo'd go
wil]: Newt Bowman.”

“Oh, Hnawmp, T only said that to tease
vou,"

“War that all?”

“Tt was."

“Well, it & most broke me np.an’ 1 awore
I'd leave an' never come back, an' I did go
Its been a long time,

Then a silence fell upon bath, and they
appeared to not wee the crowded room and

y voung dancers, The music was
drowned with thought, and they had gone
back ever so many years to thatsunny after-
noon when they were young and parted on
the hillside.

It hnd been a long and bitter struggle,
and neither had conquered. He was now
rich and could have chosen o wife, despite

| Flatmarsh, le wling the blushing

somest women in the country, but some.
how this patieut little woman seemod to

d:; a spell over him which no other be
10 .

{e was first to break the silence.

“Betsy,” Le said, “what become o
Newt?”

“He married Kitty Winters long ngo.
Their oldest girl was married lust week.

*Then ve didn't mean it*"

.“’hu':”

“Ye didn't like Newt—"

“He was a good friend.”

“Oh, dad blast it, yer know what I mean
—yer din't love him?

iNo.”

“I was a fool, then; but maybe it's not
too Iate to mend yit. Delsy, are you wil-
hin'?"

“What do you mean?” she nsked, trem-
bling a little, while her face was radiant
with a flame of giory.

“Yer be my wife. Now, let me kuow,
an’ settle it once furever. 1 axed ye that
question nigh on to twenly years ago. I
want the answer to-night, or I'll leave, never
to come back."

Betsy knew the danger of attempling to
put him off, and said:

“Yes, Hamp, I love you, have loved you
all these long years, und will never marry
another.”

“Ye loved me then did ye?”

“Yeos."

“Why didn't yo say so when 1 axed ye?”

“Uih, it was so pleasant to cogquet u little,
you know, and see you get mad,”

“Well, gal, dou't rile me agnin, fur it
tukes nigh on to twenty years fur me to
cool off.”

“I will not answer you 8o any more,
Hamp," she said, trembling with joy. *“1
am ultlet now, and all such girlish folly is
past.”

“Will ve be my wife?” he again asked.

“Yes."

“To-night?”

“0Oh, it's too soon.’

“No; it's now or never. Some un’ said
Unele Jonatban Knucklebone was &
Squnire, and he'll tie the knot fur us right
now. What yer say? [ kin call my hoss
and leave in ten seckinds,”

Betsv's face turned deatbly pale. She
knew it wonld not do to tritle with her
lover, whom until within the last few min-
utes she had thouglt lost, nud after a brief
strupgle she said:

“Yes"

“Then wait till this set’s over, an’ it'll be
done. It won't tuke moren two or three
minits.”

Sauire Knucklebone was at this moment
swinging about, in the giddy maze of a
quadrille, pretty Polly Perkings, as gay as a
boy of eighteen. To Hamp, who could not
brook delay, it seewed as if the gquadrilie
was never to end.

“First four for'd back agin, alla man left,
balance all, all promenade, swing ver pard-
uer, all sas-shay;" while to the lively tune of
the squeaky old fiddle came the tramping
of f et. Unele Jonathan's white head and
alightly bent form conld be seen among
the others, whirling and flitting about.

When the “set”
vouthfal partner in the dance to her seat,
tho old Squire was almost out of breath.

“Hold on thar. Square,” said Hamp

ward., “Afore ve sot down thar's a leetle
]nl: 1 want yer to |l:‘, while we're h“ in tho
not on,
gnl an' me hed about come ter the concla-
sion we'd trot in double harness; but by a
leetle misunderstundin' the lead proved a
1-11'.11-]. an’ I vamosed to |"rn-i]n.r-'l tSHr-\\'h:u'.
We've got it all fixed up now, an’ ef ye'll
}lvut EAY A few words to mnke us I.l;lﬂ]l'l?t
fur life I'1l be much obleeged ter ve, and
gin ye and Aunt Tilda s present o' a thou-
sund dollars apices.”

A shout went up from everybody, and it
was severn] moments before Unele Jona-
than could sufliciently recover his compos-
ute to command the peace.

|
Urder was ut last restored, and then the |

Squire, pauting bis Iate exertions,
sakd

“Jine ver right hands.™

They did so, and in a few moments the
cereluony was E‘a.-lulr]ﬂ[u'l].

“Now, if T hed'nut a ben sich a dod-
rotted fool this'd a been done twenty yv'ars
ago, sald Hamp,

“Thet's so, Uncle Jonathan, but ten
millions won't buy back them twenty yars
o' plensure an’ bappiness 1 might a had wi
the best woman on airth.”

istsy, who bad been standing
stupefied ever sinee her marringe,

irom

like
ut this

one

| threw her arms around her husband's neck

unid burst into tears of jov,

“Thar, then; thar, then, gal:; don't take
on any more, ur I'm sich a dod-blasted fool
I'll glop over, ton, 1 wouldn't giv ve

stop the dance,

The dance went on, and when the gnests |
home early in the morning |

l-'-L‘itII o
they all took leave of the bride and groom.
Aunt Tilda was the happiest of all, and os
shie kissed the pretty bride she said:

“I've witnessed somethin® tnight thet 1
"""._’ih ter f.l':lr l .l Leve) "‘I‘:'_“

“What?" the Llus ing bride asked,

"lil-;_-_\' l;:::up “ wirdidin',

o
L0

How (o Uurve Poultry.

An expert earver can divide poultry
without removing the fork from the
breasttone or turuing the bivd on the
dish, but a beginner will well to
Lhave a small fork at hand Tor the pur-
pose of laying eut portions aside as the
earving progresses. Turn the bird so
that the carving fork ean be held in

[ the left hand aund firmly fixed in the

breastbone, and n=e & sharp knife with
a small flexible blade. First ¢ut off
both drumstioks at the knee joint, and
then remove the second joints. With
a tender bind this is not a diffieult
matter; but both strength and skill are
neecessary to cope successfully wikh a
tongh or underdone tarkey, be-ause
very strong sinews are plentiful aM
about the leg joints, Next ent off the
trst joints of the wings, or the pinions,
and then the joinis nearest the body,
This method of eutting off the first
oints of the legs and wings of the bady
saves that troublesowe feat of holding
those members while they are being
disiointed ; frequently they slip about
on the platter and spatter the dish
gTAVY.

After the wings are remeved eut off |

the merry thonght or wishbone, and
then the wing side bones whieh hold
the Lirenst to the backbone; then earve
the breast in
gerve the bird, giving gravy and stufting
on ench plate. If the diners are nu-
merous it may be necessary to eut off
more of the fesh, and even to d smem-
ber the earcass. This ean‘be done with
more or less ease, as the carver nnder-
stands the snatomy of the bird. If a
carver wonld study the loeation of the
jomts while carving, and take the
tronble to cut up several cazeasses by
str king the poits where the bones are
joined t gether, subsequent carving
wonld be easy, The joints of all birds
are similarly placed, so pearly identi-
eal in point ot’ junction that one is a
guide to all others.—Juliet Corson, in
Harper's Bazar.

Waite Lsirs are like th:;ol foam

his lnck of sultare, from among the bhand-

[whieh caps the waves after a stomm.

| him

was over, and he led his |

etsy for- |

Nigh onto twenty v'ars ago this |

fur |
all the mines in the Rockies; but let’'s not |

| clang

medine thin slices, and |

CARL DUNDER,

A Fuiry Sltory After the ierman,

Vall, shildren, maype yon like to hear
me talk some more (says Carl Dunder in
Detroit Free Press). I vhas oanly an oldt |
Dutehmans, but if I do you some goot dot |
vhas all right. [ I tell you aboudt
some badt bov—a foller who vhas named |
Shacob Hornberger, and who lif p{ dot |
Bluck Forest in Shermany. Vhas I tell |
yvou happened so long ago dot my great
grandfather vhas a leadle poy. I haf some

g:éﬁ %1z

AN AT

g
4 e, e

“I like to akin hem alife.”
peoples tell me it vhas a fairy story, but 1
doan know. Vhell, now to pegin:

Vones  upon some times a poy named
Shacob Homberger hif py der Black Forest
mit his parents, Dot poy doan lie und
shteal, but he vhas eruel in his mindt. 1f
hie sees some odder leedle poy he likes to
bit him mit a club, und if he sees some
leedle girl he like to pinch her und make
her yell so loud os a cannon. Dot vas a
l:ud presnciples, children. If you doan

ave some merey und sympathy for odder
people vou vhill soma day shtand oop on
der zallows to be hung.

Vhell, to proceed some more, dot poy
Shacob vhas tickled all onfer when he hat
some shanece to be ernel mit a dumb brute.
It vhas his delight to throw stenes at some
dogs, hunt down eats, und kill off der in-

nocent birds. It he doan' be cruel to some-
thing during der way he dean’ shleep goot |
at night. Lots of peoples talk to him und
gif bim goot adviee, but Shacob vhas no |
petter.  Vhen a poy doan’ heed der words
of his parents und {riends it vhas badt for
-werry badt. He vhas on der plank
rondt to destruction, und he dies some aw-
ful death.

Vhell, oue day Shacob finds o rabbit mit
two proken legs, und he vhas nefer so
tickled pefore. It vhas a shaneca to pe
eruel. nod e takes ondt his knife to tor-
ture dot poor rabbit, A leedle oldt man
it o bnwmp on bis pack und one white eve.
brow comes oudt of der woods shus den
unil ROYVH

Viag vou do, eh, Shacob? Yon doan’
be vrt}»} to llul ]n)u[ r.'\lll'lt. I bl‘lpl' '

“I like to skin him alife!™ says Shacob.

“But if you toueh him yon shall be pun.
ished,” |

Und now, shildren, vhas you suppose
do! poy didt? He jabs dot knife into dot |
rabbit's eves umnd langhs ha! ha! ha! to
hear bim cry oudt mudt pain. Howeler,
he Ladt vo sooner done dot dan der old
mon makes (wo signs like dot und savs

“I turn dot pov into a lean, blind wolf,
und I bid him go off mit der Black Forest,
Lot rabibit vhins all right again!™

Und, shildren, shost like yon lif, Shacob
pecomes a plind wolf, mit all his ribs plan |
to be seen, und dot rabbit goes scamper-
ing off on four legs, mit bis eves as goot
ag eafer. Dot wolf bowls mit hunger und
pain, nnd vhile he rans he knocks himeelf
oafer lots of 1imes und vhas padly used
oop. If he can’t see he can't eatch some=

| thing to eat, und in a little time he goes

ll"'l‘“.

If vin ses some rabibit, shildren, von
vhill notice Low crovked his hindt legs
vhas., Dot vhas pecause dey vhas proken.
You nolice romoe spees in his eyes. Dot
vhas pecause he vhus cured so queek of his
plindness. Dot vhas my storv, leedle ones,
und [ like you to remember it. Der poy
who likes to gif pain to some helpless ani-
mu! vhill come oop to some badt man. It
vians petter dot ouwr bearts vhas always
full of pitiy und werey, und dot we vhas
nlwnys ready mit charity for der unfortu-
nate.

Vouloo Stories,

Lney Howard and =aralh Haywood,
two coored women, were quarreling in
the streels at Yameraw, Ga., when a
woman nasmed Marshall, alse co'ored,
interfered and separated them. As the
Marshall woman was walking away
Sarahi Haywood touched lLiew on the |

| shoulder with a goose feather und she

fell to the ground in a swoon. She
was at once taken home and eared for,
but romained in a comat se condition,
and died without uttering a word.
Sarah Haywood has a loeal reputation
as a voudoo gueen, and the negroes
think that she is responsible for the
Marshall woman's death, 1he cor-
oner’s verdict, however, was to the
ellcet thmt she died of paralysis

A great many sudden and mysterious
deaths have recently ocourred am ng
the negroes of Marion Counnty, in

| Southern Mississippi, and mauy of the
| blacks in that part of the State believe
| that they are victims of the vengeance

of an old voudoo doetor who died near
Columbin a month ago, and who had
frequently complained that they neg-
lecten him for the white men's physi-
They say that he has returned
to earth in the form of the dreaded
“night doctor,” to see whoma is fatal.
Many of the more superstitions blacks
declare that they have heard the spirit
of the old voudoo man rushing through
the streets at night, accompanied by
the low, moaning wind which always
attends the night doctor on his terrible
mission.

A negro cook at Athens, Ga., had a
severe attack of rhentmatism in the back
not long ago and called in a voudoo
 ctor to treat bim. ‘I'he voudoo man
said that his patient was under the ma- |
lign influence of an enemy, and, going !
ont iato the vard, meturned with a
piece of red flannel tied in the middle
of & blue string, which he declared te
be the cause of all the trouble. The
offending eloth was burned in the sick-
room to the ace mpaniment of weird
imeantati ns, the patent said he was
much better, and the doctor, having |
received his proper fee, §pparted.

Frank Wim, a precocious young
colored boy of |'allas, Teras, hasshogrn
consderalie inveutive akill, and many
of the mors superstitions of Lis race
think that he is in leagne with the
devil. Last week some of the credu-
lous blacks tried to ront Satan out of
the voung inventor's dwelling by nail-
g up the door and auupnndfng bofore
it strands of hair tied sroumi bits of

| temperance man now,
| party, “but I remember when he set up

| (rOv

'hgokm glass, ‘To clinch the argnment
with the black fiend they tacked a
horseshoe on the lintel of the door and
attached a procious rabbit's foot t) the
knob,

A little negro girl of Calboun, Ga.,
goes up into the mountainsg every day
or two and talks, so she says, with an
obliging angel, who tells her a great
many mysterions secrets. The black
people piace a great deal « f confidence
in her revelations, and awai her com-
ing and going with anxions interest,
Her latest piece of information is that
the town will be visited by a cvelone,
following close on the heels of a dis-
astrons earthquake, before the year is
ont, and will be totally destroved.

Indispensahle,

Thero are many plants, like the mis-
tletoe and the dodder, which draw their
life from other plants, instead of Mom
the ground: and in the same manner
many animals subsist only upon other
animals. Indeed, we may almost
reckon man himself as nothing better
than snch a parasite, in circumstances
like those deseribed below.

A people who live neither by agri-

ulture nor tl 20 s and | :
) ¢ nor the pasturage of sheep and | man,” said a traveler to a Duteh hotel-

cattle, nor yet, properly speaking, by
the chase, ns the chase 8 ordinarily un-
derstood ; a people who have for food
neither beef, mutton, nor pork: neither
fruit, breadnor vegetables ; neither sug-
ar nor =alt; who have for drink neither
tea, collee, wine, beer, nor spirits of
any kind: for clothing neither silk,
cotton, tlaxen, nor woolen stufts; who
have neither iron, nor steel, nor lead,
nor copper, nor gold, nor pottery; who
have for fuel neither wood, nor coal,
nor peat—snuch apeophe are the Esqui-
maux; or,as they call themselves, the
“Innmits” of the Arctic,

It seems at first sight impossible that
men should live amid such conditions.
The things I have enumerated appear
to include all the possibilities of food,
clothing and fire found on the earth;
and the guestion unconsciously arises to
our lips, “Uan a people, then, live with-
ont either of these three first necessi-
ties of life—{food, elothing and fire?”

Uut the Innuits, deprived literally of
everything which, in our clime, makes
life possible, have nevertheless found
in the world they have chosen, or into
which they have heen driven, the means
of existence in a very different shape
from that in which they abound it our
southern elime.

They have found them all—food, fire,
light, clothing, arms, implements, ev-
arything—combined in one single an-
imal.

That animal is the seal.
the existence of man in these regions
would be an impossibility. Its flesh
supplies him with food; its blubber

with light and fire: its skin with eloth-
ing and shelter.

When Barnam Paid for Drinks.
At a recent dinner, by the
story was told of Baruum

"He 18 0
said one of the

the drinks for a distingnished crowd
He diin’t do it out of pure good-nature,
either. It was twenty-six years ago,
at the Profile House in the Francouia
Mountains. Barnum was feeling pretty
smart in those days, and he had been
playing his jokes and cute tricks rather
freoly about the honse. A lot of guests
sat on the piazza of the botel. Among
them were Commodore Vanderbilt, W
H. Vanderbilt, another of the family,
Giilmore's son, John Hyde, the
artist, Barnum, and a number of cthers,
ineluding myself. Young (iilmore was
a lively young chap then, but he has
deteriorated and become a minister
since, Cilmore put np the job and let
ns all into it. He twisted the talk
around to physical prowess, and got
Barnum to brag about how fast he
cowsld run. Across the plateau in front
of the hotel was a rail to which horses
were tied Gilmore proposed that we
all start from the pinzza and run to the
rail, and that the last man to touch the
rail with his hand pav for the drinks
for the erowd. Kyervbody agreed and
we got into line, ail except the Commo-
dore, who sat on the piazsa and gave
the word. P. T. was lively and conti-
dent, and waited impatiently for the
word. The Commodore said ‘Go!" and
away went the greatest show on earth
like Jumbo in a sprint race. He took
the lead right away

them, but took care not to get ahead of
P.T. Theshowman got there in great
style, put his hand on the rail, and
turned round in trinmph. There stood
the rest of the (rowd in line behind
him, not cne touching the rail. When
he heard the Commodore roar, he took
in the sitnation. He was the only one
who put his hand on the rail at all
Barnum set them up, but he was so
mad that he conldn’t tell a plausible
fairy tale for a week."—Albany Jour-
ne,

Your Ton of Coal.

Someone has thus figured on the in-
grodients of a ton of conl. Besides gas,
aton of coal will vield 1,500 pounds
of coke, 20 gallons of ammonia water
and 140 pounds of coal tar, Destruc-
tive distillation of the coal tar gives
ti9.6i pounds of pitch, 17 pornds of
ereosote, 14 pounds of heavy olls, .5
pounds of naphtha yellow, .5 pounds
of naphthaline, 4.75 pounds of naph-
thol, 2.25 pounds of alizarine, 2.4
pounds of solvent naphtha, 1.5 pounds
of phenol, 1.2 pounds of anrine, 1.1
pounds of analine, 0.77 pound of tolu-
dine, (. 46 ponnd of anthracine and 8.9
pound of tolnene,

No Lady.

Mary—An" how do vez like ¥'r new

lace, Jane?

Jave—It's a qnare place for n self-re-
spectin’ girrul like me. Oi'm used to
workin’ fer ledd es.

Mary—An’ ain't she a leddy now?

Jane—Sure, no. Oi dou’t belave
she ever had money enough to kape a
gli[rul before. She's no leddy at all, at
a

Mary—An’'phat makes yo think so,
Jana?

Jane—Och! She's so perlite an' saf

wid me,— T'id-Bils,

It is remarkable how much more re-
ligious a person can be in & well-fitting
dress and a love of a bonnet than in o
lot of dowdy old duds —Exchange.

Withont it, |

Everybodyr else )
pretended %o run for all that was in |

HUMOR.

BuvaoesTioN for Lent—Uring it back.

Oxg acre enough—especially if it be
a tender corn.

Ox the edge of dis-pair—about to be-
come divorced.

A vEssiEL sailing from Cork is in-
complete without a Cork's crew.

I © rather be the men to find
A funlt in wost of what [ aos,
Thnau have that vacant, vapid inind
Of awtisfiod inaanity, — S tenga

Jay Govrp has purchased a 10,000,-
acre snake farm near St Louis. It
won't be long until he will convert it
into a  “water"-snuke farm. —Newman
Indeperndent

“Heer, Johnnie, what do von mean
by taking Willie’s cake away from him?
Didi't you have a piece for yourself?”
“Yes, but you told e I always ought
to take my little brother's part.”

Couxs are not always o1 the feet, as
all chiropodists advertise that they have
“removed them from geveral crowned
heads.,” You always notice a well-
corned man can’t stand on his feet,
though.

“Wauy, Hans,
feminine face I have evor seen

vyou have the most
on e

keeper, “Oh, yar, I know the reason
for that,” was the reply; “mine mudder
was o woman,”

“We don' see you very often at the
club, Charley.” “No: the fact is I'm
engaged, and can't eall an evening my
own.” “Coing to leave the elub, then ?”
“0), no; Ishall be married in April, and
then you may look for me at least three
times a week.”—FPhiladelphia Call.

Lily (secretary of the cooking class)
—Now, girls, wa've learned nine cakes,
two kinds of angel food, and seven pies,
What next? Susie (engaged)—Dick's
father says I must learn to bake bread.
Indignant chorus—Bread? Absurd!
What are bakers for ?— Péltsbhury Dul-
letin,

Wire—TJohn, dear, I notice that
your brother James never makes a
friendly call upon us unless he is in-
toxicated. Husband—No, my dear, he
doesn’t. James reminds me of the
moon. W.—Reminds you of the moon?
H.—Yes, dear; he uever gets round
till he's full,

“How siLLY vou look in this picture,”
said an Oakland belle, on viewing a pHo-
tograph preseuted by a gentleman who
intended to absorb her name. *Do I,

| Sarah? I tried to smile and look sweet

when it was taken.,” “Smile! If that's
the way yon look when you ‘smile,” I
should certainly join the prohibitioniats
if I wore you."—San Francisio Wasp.

Jamrs  Hussenn Lowetn  says
that the men of Shakspeare's
day were fortunate in  Deing
able to gather their language
with the dew npon it. From what we
have heard of the gutherings at the
Mermaid Tavern, at that time, we

| should judge that it was saturated with

| what
way, 8 |

the Irishman ecalls *“*mountain

dew."—lloxton tazetle

A TERRITORIAL editor says in his
paper: “Yesterday we were again mar-
ried. It will be remembered that both
of our former wives eloped with the fore-

{ man of the oltice. To avoid any future in-

convenience of the kind we have this
time married a lady who is herself a
compositor, and she will set the type
while we hustle for the ducks who stfll
owe on subscription.”— Dakota Bell,

“WrLr, good-by,” said the Boston
lady to Mrs., Parvenu, at the seaside
hotel. “I've just time to give the head
waiter his per(nisite before I go.” “I
don’t know,” said Mrs. Parvenu, mus-
ingly, “why she gives him a pergnisite.
I wonder if that’s any better than a
five-dollar bill. Laura,” she said, turn-
ing to her danghter, “whal's a perquis-
ite, any way.”

THE AMATEUR CARVER,

A bachelor tried to carve a goose,
In vain!

He could not Andd a thigh-tone loose,
Twas plain ;

He stuck n fork in the ereature’s breaat,

And gravy spurtod over hin vest,

The guvsts all suilled like seraphi's blest
Again.

The corver's face wias rod and white,
Indoed ;

He sawed away, if that Le might
Nuecved ;

His collar parted with o soap,

His cont-tadl flapped with many a flap,

The goose slid (nto thie hoatess” lap
Wiith speed.

—Philadelphio Nas,

Lawyer’s First Book,

Once, while in an English village,
Ben Jonson saw a number of posr
people weeping over a newly made
grave, On asking a woman the cause
of their gricf, she exclaimed:

“Oh, sir, we have lost our precious
Inwyer, Justice Handall! He kept us
all in peace, and always was so good as
to keep ns from going to law—the best
man that ever lived!”

“Well,” said old Ben, “I will send
you an epitaph to write upon his
tomb.” He sent the following lines:

“tiod works wouaers now and then ;

Here lios a lawyer—an honest man,”

Jonson’s lines would not have been
so satirical had all Iawyers been edu-
ented as Macklin, an actor, proposed to
train his son,whom he designed for the
lnw,

“What hook, sir,” said the veteran
actor to a friend, “do you think I made
him begin with? Why, sir, the Bible—
the Holy Bible.”

“The Bible for a lawyer!" exclaimed
the friend.

“Yes, sir; the properest and most
scientitic book for an honest lawyer, as
there you will find the foumdaiion of
all law as well as of all morality.,”—
Youti's Companion.

Narcotic DPrugs.

The Medical and Surgiocal Report-
¢r wants more laws to prohibit the in-
discriminate traflic in narcotic dry
It asks: “How many of the feeble-
minded and idiotie children that cost
the public thousands of dollars annu-
ally to maintain are the logical results
of the use of narcotics? God only
knows, but man may feel sure that the
number is very great. In the name of
humanity, as well as for the interests
of political economy, we emphati
say that this diabolwal traftic must be
restricted, and these would-be moral
and physieal suicides must be restrain-
ed from their morbid und damning pro-
pensities.” The object and motive
thus stated is good, beyund doubt, but
the suncoess or utility of prohibitory or
restrictive laws remains a matter of
w question for doubt.—Dr, Foule's

th Monthly.




